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soul. One did not make oneself ; one did not
make one's sorrows, even when they arose from
one's own weakness and perversity. Therff was a
meaning, a significance about it all ; one was
indeed on pilgrimage ; and then comes the run-
ning to the Father's knee, and the casting oneself
in utter broken weakness upon the one Heart that
understands perfectly and utterly, and which does,
which must, desire the best and truest, "Give
me courage, hope, confidence/' says the desolate
soul.
" I can endure Thy bitterest decrees,
If certain of Thy Love."
How would one amend all this if one had the
power ? Alas! it could only be by silencing all
stupid and clumsy people, all rigid parents, all
diplomatic priests, all the horrible natures who
lick their lips with a fierce zest over the pains that
befall the men with whom they do not agree. I
would teach a child, in defiance even of reason,
that God is the one Power that loves and under-
stands him through thick and thin ; that He
punishes with anguish and sorrow ; that He exults
in forgiveness and mercy ; that He rejoices in
innocent happiness ; that He loves courage, and
brightness, and kindness, and cheerful self-sacri-
fice ; that things mean, and vile, and impure, and
cruel, are things that He does not love to punish,
but sad and soiling stains that He beholds with'
shame and tears. This, it seems to me, is the